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Please Don't Go Away (I said it's too late) 


by starlesswraith 


Summary 


A rewrite of The Darkling's death. 


Plus.. what happens with Alina after...? 


Notes 


This is a fun one! 


Kinda left it open ended. You'll just have to see what I mean 


She was kneeling beside him. The nichevo ’ya had left off their attacks, circling and clattering 
above them, unsure of what to do. Saints, was that Nikolai among them, arching towards the 
patch of blue sky The Darkling had been looking at? 


“Alina,” he struggled, his long, slender fingers seeking her own. It was odd, she had expected 
to look at him and see the hardened gleam of anger and betrayal in his eyes, and yet, 
Aleksander just looked sad. It dawned on her in that moment, that she had just betrayed him 
in a way nobody else ever could. She was surprised to find fresh tears filling her eyes. 


He reached up and brushed his knuckles over the wetness on her cheek. Even in his 
weakening state, his touch still brought forward a jolt of reassurance, of belonging. It was 
fading now, though, fading like him. 


“My Alina,’ he repeated, the smallest smile tugged at his bloodstained lips as she leant into 
his touch, desperately trying to memorise the way his cool fingers felt on her skin. “Someone 
to mourn me,” he dropped his hand, as if the weight were too much. 


Don t go, she thought, as if she could un-do her actions. 


“No grave,” he gasped, his hand tightening on hers, “for them to desecrate.” 


“Aleks,” She sobbed, pressing their foreheads together, lifting one of her bloodied hands to 
lace her fingertips through the hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer to her. He 
shuddered in her grip, his eyelids drooping. 


Dont go. Dont leave me. 


“Once more,” he said, feigning a strength she knew wasn’t there. “Speak my name once 
more.” 


He was ancient, she knew that. But as Alina held him in her arms, watching the life fade from 
his pale form, he was just a boy - brilliant, blessed with too much power, burdened by 
eternity. He was meant to be hers, too. The Sun Summoner and The Starless Saint, bound 
together by something purer and stronger than Morozova’s creatures. 


“Aleksander.” 


“My Sun Summoner,” His eyes fluttered shut, “Don’t let me be alone,” he murmured. And 
then he was gone. A heartbroken howl escaped her lips, as she cradled his limp body to her 
chest. The tears came harder, her whole frail body shuddering with her sobs. 


Alina could see the shadows of The Fold retreating, the volcra falling from the their shadowy 
refuge, littering the ground as they fell. 


It hurt to watch the last of The Darkling’s power wilting away to nothing. Is this how 
Aleksander had felt for most of his long life? Alone, truly alone. He’d told her once that there 
would never be anybody like them, that they were unique in the world. She hadn’t believed 
him then, her attachment to Mal and, later Nikolai, swaying her from accepting that what 
Aleks had said was true. 


Her gaze fell onto the limp form of her best friend, laying lifelessly on the ground. Fresh 
tears filled her eyes, as she brushed her cheek against The Darkling’s hair, the dampness 
sticking his dark locks to her. Light surged around them, cloaking Alina and his body in 
warm, buttery light. As if reminding her that Mal had sacrificed himself to give her more 
power, to help Alina to transform herself into Aleksander’s sun saint, his light. The one to 
protect him from his own darkness. 


Rays of sunlight crept through the shutters on the window, fanning themselves across her 
face. A quiet groan escapes her as she rolls onto her side, pulling the sheet over with her. The 
sheet itself was scratchy, but what else would be expected from well worn sheets? 


“Morning, solnishka .” his voice was low and thick with the remnants of sleep, there wasn’t a 
sound across all the realms that could ever sound as good to her. he pressed his lips to hers 
before she could answer, trailing gently kisses down her cheek, neck and shoulder. There was 
a faint smile tugging at the corners of her lips. 


“Good morning to you too,” she murmured, pressing her face into the side of his pillow, as he 
traced the pads of his fingers along her forearm. “Why don’t we stay—“ it was only after she 
opened her eyes, that her words failed her, trailing off into ghostly silence. “Oh..” 


Alina felt the familiar ache creep back into her heart, tightly wrapping its tendrils around 
every bone in her body. She forced her gaze away from the empty space in her bed, away 
from where he should have been. 


A strangled sob erupted from her lips, and tears threatened to spill from She wished she’d 
never opened her eyes, wished she didn’t have to leave those dreams, leave him like he had 
left her. 


In an instant the fabric covering her went from the comforting feeling of well worn sheets 
through with years of use. the embodiment of contentment, to cold, silky threads, perfect for 
how lonely her life had become. Nikolai had tried his best to make her life at the Little Palace 
comfortable, but the Lantsov King couldn’t do much to tackle the ghost that haunted her, 
lurking in the dark. 


If she didn’t know better, Alina would be inclined to say that the sheets were shrinking 
around her, trapping her in a suffocating reminder of what she had lost, a reminder of the love 
she would never be allowed to enjoy again. 


She had moved from the bed now, gravitating towards the little wooden box settled on her 
vanity. Her slender fingers ran across the details engraved on its lid and she hooked her nail 
under the lip, closing her eyes as she lifted it. Her fingers brushed along the contents inside, 
before settling on the item she was after, taking it out of the box and slipping it onto her 
thumb. It was a loose fit, but the ring was all she had left of him. It was the only item she 
could draw comfort from. Her free hand moved to her forearm, tracing over the place The 
Darkling had used the ring all those years ago to summon her power. 


I 


“Come back to me, Sasha. . .’ 
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